looked at  one  another  across the  barrier  of  their
estrangement and their stubborn pride.

"Excuse me for disturbing you," he said stiffly, She
lay beneath the shaded light, with the dark splash of
her hair on the pillow, and only her eyes moved as he
crossed the. room and stood above her where she lay
with her lowered book5 watching him with sober inter-
rogation,

"What are you reading?95 he asked* For reply she
shut the book on her finger^ with the jacket and its
colored legend upward. But he did not look at it. His
shirt was open beneath his silk dressing-gown and his
thin hand moved among the objects on the table beside
the bed; picked up another book. "I never knew you
to read so much.59

"I have more time for reading5 now/9 she answered.

"Yes," His hand still moved about the table, touch-
ing things here and there,

She lay waiting for him to speak. But lie did not,
and she saids "What is it, Horace?"

He came and sat on the edge of the bed. But still
her eyes were antagonistic and interrogatory and the
shadow of her mouth was stubbornly cold. "Narcy?"
he said. She lowered her eyes to the book? and he added:
"First* I want to apologize for leaving you aloae so
often at night."

"Yes?"

He laid his hand on her knee. "Look at me.*' She
raised her face* and the antagonism of her eyes, "I
want to apologize for leaving you alone at night," he
repeated.

"Does that mean you aren't going to do it any more*
or that you're not coming in at all?"

For a while he sat brooding on the wild repose of his
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